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slate-coloured dust; their lips stuck against their yellow teeth ; they exhaled an infectious odour, imparting the idea that they were half-open tombs, living sepulchres.
In the middle of the tent, on a mat, round which the captains were about to sit down, there was a smoking dish of pumpkins. The Barbarians rivetted their gaze on it, quivering in every limb, as the tears started to their eyes. Nevertheless they restrained themselves.
Hamilcar turned round to speak to some one, when instantly they all rushed upon the dish, throwing themselves flat on the ground, their faces steeped in the grease ; noises of deglutition mingled with sobs of delight, which they could not suppress. Rather from astonishment than in pity, they were permitted to finish the contents of the bowl. Then, when they again stood up, Hamilcar commanded by a sign that the man who wore the baldric should speak. Bpendius was frightened, and stammered.
Hamilcar, in listening, constantly twirled around on one finger a large gold ring, the same which had imprinted the seal of Carthage on the baldric ; he accidentally dropped it on the ground. Spendius at once stooped down and picked it up : before his master the habits of a slave returned to him. The others shuddered indignantly at this baseness.
But the Greek raised his voice, and recounted the crimes of Hanno, whom he knew to be a foe of Biirca. He tried to move Hamilcar's pity with the details of their sufferings, and spoke on for a long time iu a style rapid, insidious, and violent. To*